An Execution in the Country by Wallace, Naomi
Masthead Logo The Iowa Review
Volume 21
Issue 1 Winter Article 7
1991
An Execution in the Country
Naomi Wallace
Follow this and additional works at: https://ir.uiowa.edu/iowareview
Part of the Creative Writing Commons
This Contents is brought to you for free and open access by Iowa Research Online. It has been accepted for inclusion in The Iowa Review by an
authorized administrator of Iowa Research Online. For more information, please contact lib-ir@uiowa.edu.
Recommended Citation
Wallace, Naomi. "An Execution in the Country." The Iowa Review 21.1 (1991): 27-27. Web.
Available at: https://doi.org/10.17077/0021-065X.3946
Five Poems Naomi Wallace 
An Execution in the Country 
The sun is above us now, watching. 
I scoop the dirt away, handful by handful. 
Contras stand over me with guns. 
How many times have I done this, prying 
open the earth, on a day just like today? 
Around this time I might hear the voice of my son 
pivoting over the fields, Come home, 
or in the distance, the figure of my daughter. 
With my thumb I could blot her from view, 
then make her reappear ?such miracles! 
Or my wife, floating across the fields towards me, 
swinging like a bell over the furrows. 
When was the last time I kissed her? 
Yesterday, the day before? I must remember. 
They force me to lie down in the hole I've dug. 
One of the soldiers, the youngest, squats on my stomach. 
His chin is like my daughter's. He holds a knife. 
For the first time in my life my thighs are heavy 
with those of another man ?such miracles! 
I want to touch him just because he is there above me, 
press my mouth to his chest, suck at the heart. 
He raises the knife. He grits his teeth. 
I close my eyes and think hard. Suddenly 
my thighs swell with a terrible light: 
There, by the door! I am sitting there, 
yesterday, on the porch. The work is done. 
She leans over me and I kiss her open throat. 
She tastes like nothing but herself. 
She whispers, Come inside and rest. 
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